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Across the mist-covered seas, on the shrouded edges of the known and mundane, lay the Twilight World. There, forgotten kingdoms rose and fell, and modest little modern towns dotted the ancient forest interior, home to monsters and magical people. In the town of Little Salem, a good teen witch named Bunny Baker lived. A daughter of a seventh daughter, she happened to be in love with a vampire named Dean, while a dark faerie happened to be in love with Bunny.

Fairer Than the Fairest of All Faeries, notorious seducer and homewrecker, sought to win Bunny twice and lost, nearly killing Dean in the process. Though Dean was Bunny’s chosen, rejection did not sit well with a dark faerie that was also part human and part dragon.

Fairer Than stood by the Baker cottage’s low garden wall under cover of night and exhaled. Smoke left her nostrils, but she smoked no cigarette or pipe.

Fairer Than was hard put to define her feelings for Bunny as true “love.” Desire, yes, and a deep fondness and appreciation, assuredly. She wanted her. But being half faerie, she was perhaps incapable of true love. Her heart, in the tradition of her dragon brethren, was hidden in a goose egg, in a sealed chest, under a great stone, beneath a man-eating maelstrom. Perhaps Fairer Than could not love, but her infatuation remained rather than waned, and became a persistent smoldering in her thoughts and upon her senses. 

Thus, Fairer Than found that the heart-shadow occupying the heart-shaped space within her breast was prone to discontent and—to her horror—foolish sighing, especially when she stood within view of Bunny Baker’s cottage window. There, Fairer Than might watch Bunny move about in her bedroom.

She knew she was behaving, in the local vernacular, “like a creep,” but whatever had enslaved her heart-shadow inspired her to such foolish demonstrations.

“Alas,” she said by the low stonewall.

Then Bunny’s aunties would leap out of hiding and douse her with the water hose.

Introducing: Honey

Bunny, as a daughter of a seventh daughter, had many aunties, and though the three aunties she lived with never bore children, her other three had. Bunny’s cousins all happened to be girls, all were witches, and all of them, like Bunny, had been raised on cream, eggs, and butter, and therefore were very pretty.

One day, one such cream-and-butter cousin walked up a path of the Enchanting Forest in search of Bunny’s cottage. Honey-haired and generous of breast, thighs, and hips, this elder cousin of Bunny was named Honey. Honey Baker did not have a great sense of direction. If she had a basket of goodies for grandmother she would never make it to grandmother’s house—not that she would ever intentionally visit that frightening crone, anyway. Accidentally visit her, perhaps, but not with firm purpose in heart and hand.

“If only I hadn’t said I needed to see Bunny.” Honey blew at the wave of hair that fell over one eye. “I’d be there already!”

She set her pointed, black hat determinedly on her head and followed the path again. She had nearly come by broom, but even with landmarks as her guide, she could still lose her way within a hundred feet of Bunny’s cottage. The family had said that getting lost was her gift. She would then discover things—important things—aside from her original destination. She would stumble upon hidden treasure, rescue someone in distress, or plain meddle in some important affair of dire consequence. Princes and princesses, evil or otherwise, in several realms, had reason to curse her or court her for foiling or aiding in their plans. Such luck on her part gave the family an excuse to never send her on errands, nor was she expected to keep appointments or arrive on time for engagements.

But that day she had an urgent purpose. 

She’d started her morning taking the wash out to hang, yet somehow—after pursuing an errant clothes peg out the garden gate—ended up down by the bubbling Lava River and entering a sulphuric-smelling grotto. There, a ritual was in progress.

Virgin priestesses in their diaphanous veils were partaking of the odious vapors. A party of dignitaries awaited what they might say. Honey set her basket of wash down, took a seat, and watched the ritual of dropping henbane into gaseous hollows, a sight she’d never had the pleasure of witnessing before. The waiting, wizened dignitaries, in officious uniforms, robes, and hats—some in embroidered Chinese silks with tall hats—appeared to be vampires; of that she was certain for some did not walk but hopped.

Is that a seneschal? Honey peered at one little man in a very tall hat whose long, belted gown and finger rings marked him as a possible steward. In her line of work, she’d never met a steward who wasn’t evil or at least mildly corrupt. Which was a sad thing to assume, but Honey’s talent for flukes tended to lead her to people needing defeating, and not often enough to content and happy people.

The chosen oracle fell into trance and spoke in a strange and distant voice:

They can, so they will

break Balance, feed on Misery

with the men who rise, again and again

led by a female prince of their kind

her true love of white gold, bread, and seven to stop her.

The oracle then ceased speaking and collapsed into the arms of her companions.

The vampires shook hands with each other, seemingly pleased. Their attendees loaded each of their decrepit masters and mistresses into horse-drawn carriages or lacquered jiaos and bore them swiftly away. Honey’s heart pounded as she wrote down the prophesy in her pocket diary, attached to her pencil skirt’s patent leather and silver buckled black belt via a round steel pin and its retractable chain. She let her diary go—the thin chain retracting—picked up her wash, and hurried down to the swooning oracle.

“You mentioned bread,” Honey said as the priestesses revived their sister. The woman’s glassy gaze remained lost in viewing unseen realms.

“A baker,” she uttered.

“Yes, that’s me. But now I understand. The word seven is the key.” Honey nodded determinedly as the oracle closed her eyes. “Thanks.” Honey hefted her wash and climbed out of the grotto.

Honey had heard a few riddles as well as prophesies in her time, whether from dark faeries cursing queens or little men entrapping young women. But the oracle’s words had been clear. White gold could describe three of Honey’s cousins by their hair color; seven could only describe one.

Her platinum-haired cousin, Bunny, was the daughter of the seventh Baker daughter.

And the identity of the female prince was easy.

Bunny’s girlfriend, Dean, was destined to become Golden Bloody Overlord of the One Thousand Vampire Horde.

***
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When a purpose came Honey’s way, her ability to get directly somewhere became without obstacle. No longer was she Honey, the Flukey Witch, but Honey, Witch with a Mission. Thus, after hanging up the wash and her apron and grabbing a defensive spell left on the entryway console by her older sister, Sugar, she proceeded to Bunny’s.

Silverdale, the valley town in which Honey lived, was surrounded by one dormant volcano and imposing mountains. The mountain pass to Bunny’s hometown in the Enchanting Forest could easily be traversed by motor vehicle. But unlike Sugar, Honey did not know how to drive, much less something with hellfire injection, and she did not like to travel by broomstick. She used the witch’s shortcut, a maze maintained at the town’s public garden.

Honey concentrated on getting to Bunny’s cottage and walked the maze with a Welcome! tourist postcard of Little Salem held before her. When she emerged, she stood before a This Way to Little Salem sign erected in the woods, just like in her postcard.

Half an hour later, she seemed no nearer to town, despite hearing its clock tower chime the hour. Her discoveries for the day were perhaps not done. She wasn’t in the mood for another revelation. She needed to pee.

Honey entered a great clearing where rowdy laughter sounded from an old timber lodge. Gleaming motorcycles sat parked. The painted sign read: The Dog & Whistle. Honey tiptoed past a snoring old lady in a babushka, her wooden walking stick laid across her broad lap as she napped on a bench. The double-paned glass revealed nothing, but the stench of ale was strong. Honey touched the little pouch hanging from her belt: Sugar’s ready-made spell.

She set her chin, pulled open the heavy door to a raucous din, and entered. Pushing through the creatures and people, she headed for the clearly marked ladies’ room.

When Honey eventually emerged, pencil skirt smoothed out, lipstick touched up, hair brushed, and hat straightened, she took in the tavern crowd. It was barely midday, but the place was already packed with demon bikers in leather gear, devil salesmen in wrinkled suits hunching at the bar top, and crones in babushkas and flower-embroidered skirts circling the pool table with their cues. Honey couldn’t identify the sort of Other-being the powerful fellow with great antlers might be—a possible stag spirit or even a minor deity—but she assumed the human-looking folk were supernatural, at least in that part of the Twilight World.

Her adventures in getting lost sometimes took her to villages where only humans existed, caught in space/time like the magical beings. Ordinary folk were equally likely to either accept Honey’s witchyness or not (especially where evil, sorceress queens existed). Escaping executions and angry mobs was not easy. Honey was always grateful to be back where everyone was as different as she was.

Sometimes demigods walked among Other-beings and ordinary folk, radiating a power that attracted all creatures like bees to flowers, and inspired the foolhardy into flinging challenge. It was a thrill knowing such beings dallied in their midst.

Oddly, Honey was feeling the radiating presence of a significant being right then; one that made her think of fire, flowers, and bowers.

She looked at the man with antlers. He noticed and gave her a suave look. She ignored him and turned for a table in a carved booth.

A faerie sat with tumbling red hair dotted with tiny, white flowers. Her long and voluptuous body was clad in a deep green kirtle with a brief bodice dangling loose laces. On one bicep she wore a gold armlet. Honey didn’t need to look under the table to know the woman’s feet were bare. She had heavy-lidded green eyes and pouty lips and Honey thought her a sweet-smelling fire she wouldn’t mind sitting close to and breathing in. 

The faerie had just concluded a very bawdy tale for her table companions and was laughing uproariously for one of her highly mannered kin. Several tankards sat empty, and young women in tight sweaters and pencil skirts flanked her: a fox girl of red with white markings on her face, and a cat girl of jet-black with golden eyes. Both were human-looking in body and features. A devil girl sat on the table and showed off her silk stockings, while a ghost girl wearing rhinestone frames hovered next to the fox girl, enjoying her beer.

Honey’s smile at the bawdy tale faded when she realized who the redhead was: the part human, part dragon faerie known as Fairer Than, who’d tried to win Bunny on Sweetheart’s Day by nearly killing Dean.

Really! Indignant, Honey watched as Fairer Than laughed again at something the devil girl said. It appeared that Bunny was the least on the carousing faerie’s mind.

“Wench!” Fairer Than suddenly called to Honey. “You must be new. Give me that flagon on the table’s edge, will you?” She waved to the full pitcher in question, though the smirking devil girl sat right next to it.

Honey walked up, rested her hands on the table, and leaned over the flagon.

“I’d heard you were this—big rogue, but to see it for myself!” she exclaimed. “If I were Bunny and you’d nearly killed my love just to have me, I’d tell you a thing or two.”

“You are denying me my ale, that’s punishment enough. Who are you?” Fairer Than peered.

“I’m Honey Baker.” Honey straightened. “Bunny’s cousin. Here on an important mission. And after what I’d heard from that oracle, I’d honestly thought, well, maybe you should have killed Dean. It would have made Bunny sad, but things would be simpler. Especially when all we witches weren’t too keen on her being with a vampire, anyway. But now that I’ve seen you, I’m reminded that you’re no better.”

“What are you talking about?” Fairer Than frowned.

Honey looked at her sternly. “You’ve been nothing but the talk of the witch folk, the way you continue to stalk Bunny and make her poor aunties chase you away.”

“Little old ladies need their exercise.” Fairer Than raised a tankard to her lips and then upturned it, empty. “And as for this ‘stalking’—ha! Why should Bunny matter to me? I’m no more her concern than she is mine.”
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